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Message from the Ministers

This little booklet has been prepared because we are often asked for poems and
reflections which people have been searching for.

The loss of a loved one is one of the most stressful and traumatic experiences we
can have as human beings. Some find their grief is so raw it feels as though they
have lost part of themselves. Others can feel anger, resentment, fear and lack of
confidence, whilst others find a quiet peace.

Each person’s experience is unique although we can have common strands, which
we call the stages of grief.

We hope you have drawn strength and support from the love and caring of family
and friends, and will find peace in prayer and the healing love of God.

These prayers, poems and reflections are ones which others have found helpful, and
we hope they bring you comfort too. We pray that you will find God’s peace and His
healing in the months ahead.

Invitation:

If you need to talk to someone and/or would like a visit, please contact:

Revd. Linda Bond Anglican Tel: 823268
Revd. Jacqueline Owens Methodist  Tel: 822143
Revd. Di Harpham Anglican Tel: 823222
Revd. Paula Vennells Anglican Tel: 851594
Martin Hartley Church Army Tel: 823130

Contact for Bereavement friendship Group:
Mrs Gill Sheen Tel: 823096

For more copies of booklet, please contact:
Benefice Office Tel: 825454



Prayers

God who gave us birth, you are ever more ready to hear than we are to pray.
You know our needs before we ask, and our ignorance in asking. Show us
now your grace, that as we face the mystery of death we may see the light of
eternity. Speak to us once more your joyful message of life and of death
overcome. Help us to live as those who are prepared to die, and when our
days here are ended, enable us to die as those who go forth and live, so that
in both living and dying our life may be in Jesus Christ our risen saviour.
Amen

Gracious God, enable us to listen lovingly for your Word. May we console
each other with the message you proclaim, so finding light in darkness and
faith in the midst of doubt; through Jesus Christ our Lord.

Amen

God of life and love, we come to you in our need. Be with us as we
experience the abyss of death and grief. Be there in our sorrow and pain; be
with us in our fear, that we may find light in darkness, comfort in your Word; in
the name of Jesus, who by death has conquered death.

Amen

O Lord, support us all the day long of this troublous life, until the shadows
lengthen and the evening comes, and the busy world is hushed, and the fever
of life is over, and our work is done. Then, Lord, in thy mercy, grant us a safe
lodging, a holy rest, and peace at the last.

Amen

Risen Jesus, you are there close beside each person, you descend to where
we are. And you take upon yourself all that hurts us, both in ourselves and in
others. You accompany every human being. More than that, you visit even
those who, as non-believers, have died without having been able to know
you. And so, in our inner struggle, the contemplation of your forgiveness
gives rise to a radiant goodness in the humble heart that allows itself to be led
by your Spirit.

Amen. Taize



Words from the Bible:

| am the resurrection and the life, says the Lord. Those who have faith in me
shall live, even though they die; and no one who lives and has faith in me shall

ever die. (John 11. 25-26 adapted)

The eternal God is your dwelling-place, and underneath are the everlasting arms
(Deut 33:27)

Cast your burden on the Lord, and he will sustain you (Ps 55:22)

God is our refuge and strength, a very present help in trouble (Ps 46:1)
Blessed are those who mourn, for they shall be comforted (Matt 5:4)

God so loved the world that he gave his only Son, that everyone who has faith in
him should not perish but have eternal life (John 3:16)

As a mother comforts her child so | will comfort you, says the Lord
(Isa 66:13)

He shall feed his flock like a shepherd. He will gather the lambs in his arms and
he will carry them in his bosom (Isa 40:11)

| heard a voice say: look, God lives among human beings and makes a home
among them, they are God's people and God is their God - God with them. God
will wipe away all tears from their eyes, there will be no more death and no more
mourning or sadness or pain. The world of the past is gone.

(Revelation 21:3-4)

Jesus said: Do not let your hearts be troubled. You trust in God, trust also in
me. In God's house there are many places to live - if it were otherwise | would
have told you. | am going now to prepare a place for you, and after | have gone
and prepared you a place, | shall return to take you to myself, so that you may be
with me, where | am.

(John 14:1-3)



Readings & Reflections:

What is dying? A ship sails and | stand watching till she fades on the
horizon, and someone at my side says, “She is gone”. Gone where?
Gone from my sight, that is all: she is just as large as when | saw her ....
The diminished size and total loss of sight is in me, not in her, and just at
that moment when someone at my side says, “she is gone” there are
others who are watching her coming, and other voices take up a glad
shout, “there she comes!” ... and that is dying.

Bishop Brent

Time is too slow for those who wait,
too swift for those who fear,

too long for those who grieve,

too short for those who rejoice,

but for those who love, time is eternity.

Death is not extinguishing the light,
but putting out the lamp because the dawn has come.
Tagore

They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old ;
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn.
At the going down of the sun and in the morning
We will remember them.
Lauren Binyon 1869 - 1943

Death does not mean the end of all our striving.
Joy does not mean the drying of our tears.
Give me, for light, the sunshine of Thy sorrow.
Give me, for shelter, the shadow of Thy cross ;
Give me to share the glory of Thy morrow,
gone from my heart the bitterness of loss.
G A Studdart Kennedy 1883 - 1929



Rest in this

Rest in this, poor heart : God knows
All thy fears,

All the questions they impose,

All the tears.

Knowing all, He still doth say,
“Child! Trust in me today”.

Rest in this, poor heart : God sees
All thy grief,

All the fruitless search for ease,
For relief.

Seeing all, He still doth say,
“Child! Trust in me today”.

Rest in this, poor heart : God hears
Satan’s plea,

Who by promises or jeers
Tempteth thee.

Hearing all, He still doth say,
“Child! Trust in me today”

If I should die and leave you here awhile,
be not like others sore, undone who keep
long vigils by the silent dust and weep.
For my sake turn again to life and smile,
nerving thy heart and trembling hand to do,
something to comfort other hearts than thine.
Complete these dear unfinished tasks of mine,
and |, perchance may therein comfort you.
Anon



Death is nothing at all ..... | have only slipped away into the next room
..... | am | and you are you .... whatever we were to each other, that we
are still. Call me by my old familiar name, speak to me in the easy way
which you always used. Put no difference into your tone; wear no forced
air of solemnity or sorrow. Laugh as we always laughed at the little
jokes we enjoyed together. Play, smile, think of me, pray for me. Let my
name be ever the household word that it always was. Let it be spoken
without effect, without the ghost of a shadow on it. Life means all that it
ever meant. It is the same as it ever was: there is absolutely unbroken
continuity. What is this death but a negligible accident? Why should |
be out of mind because | am out of sight? | am but waiting for you, for
an interval, somewhere, very near, just around the corner ..... all is well.
Canon Henry Scott Holland

Be this the central faith and fact of life : that there is a light beyond our

darkness, and a purpose which makes music of our confusion - and we,

you and | have some parts in both. Hold fast to that and fear nothing.
Gerald Bullett

Lord, even you know what it's like to feel as if “God is no more”, to
wonder if what you've staked your whole life on is after all just an
illusion.

You know what it is like to keep going in the dark by a sheer act of will ;
to go on loving when there seems to be no response ; to abandon
oneself to a divine providence one can neither see nor feel.

Lord, when it's dark and we can’t feel your presence, and nothing seems
real any more, and we’re tempted to give up trying - help us to know that
you are never really absent - that we are like a little child in its mother’s
arms, held so close to your heart that we cannot see your face, and that
underneath are the everlasting arms.



I needed the quiet

| needed the quiet so he drew me aside,

into the shadows where we could confide,
away from the bustle where all the day long,

| hurried and worried when active and strong.

| needed the quiet tho’ at first | rebelled,

but gently, so gently, my cross he upheld,

and whispered so sweetly of spiritual things,

tho’ weakened in body, my spirit took wings,

to heights never dreamed of when active and gay,
He loved me so greatly He drew me away.

| needed the quiet, no prison my bed,

but a beautiful valley of blessings instead -
a place to grow richer in Jesus to hide,

| needed the quiet so He drew me aside.

Hands who touched the leper,
touch my wounded heart ;
Hands who healed the blind man,
heal my aching soul ;

Hands who cured the lame,
mend my disjointed life ;
Hands who embraced all life,
enfold me in your peace.
Lord,

simply touch and heal

cure and forgive

Giles Harcourt



Angrily spake the gardener,

Who plucked this flower

one of the rarest in all my garden?

Gently answered the Master,

“So dearly did | love it | chose it for my own”

Oscar Wilde

1 My life is but a weaving 3 Not till the loom is silent
between my Lord and me; and the shuttles cease to fly
| cannot choose the colours shall God unroll the canvas
He worketh steadily. and explain the reason why

2 Oftentimes he weaveth sorrow 4The dark threads are as needful
and | in foolish pride, in the weaver’s skilful hand
forget that he seeth the upper, as the threads of gold and silver
and | the underside. in the pattern he has planned.

The Divine Weaver

Where shall | go to escape your spirit
Where shall | flee from your presence?
If | scale the heavens you are there
If I lie flat in Scheol you are there
If | speed away on the wings of the dawn
If I dwell beyond the ocean
Even there your hand will be guiding me
Your right hand holding me fast.
Psalm 139:7-10

| said to the man who stood at the Gate of the Year, “Give me a light that
| may tread safely into the unknown.” And he replied, “Go out into
darkness and put your hand into the hand of God. That shall be to you
better than light and safer than a known way. May that Almighty hand
guide and uphold us all.

Minnie Haskins



Go forth upon thy journey from this world, O Christian soul,
In the peace of him in whom thou hast believed,
In the name of God the Father, who created thee,
In the name of Jesus Christ, who suffered for thee,
In the name of the Holy Spirit, who strengthened thee,
May angels and archangels, and all the armies of the heavenly host come to
meet thee.
May thy portion this day be in gladness and peace, thy dwelling in paradise.
Go forth upon thy journey, O Christian soul.
Prayer for the dying, from the Roman Ritual

We remember, Lord, the slenderness of the thread which separates life from
death, and the suddenness with which it can be broken. Help us also to
remember that on both sides of that division we are surrounded by your love.
Persuade our hearts that when our dear one die neither we nor they are parted
from you. In you may we find our peace and in you be united with them in the
glorious body of Christ, who has burst the bonds of death and is alive for

evermore, our saviours and theirs for ever and ever. Amen
Dick Williams

And now unto Him who is able to keep us from falling and lift us from the dark
valley of despair to the bright mountain of hope, from the midnight of
desperation to the daybreak of joy; to Him be power and authority, for ever and

ever.
Martin Luther King 1929 - 1968

Our prayer for you:

May the grace of Christ uphold you,
and the Father’s love enfold you,
may the Holy Spirit guide you,

and all the joy and peace betide you,
now and to eternity

Amen



| am afraid of death every time | let myself be seduced by the noisy
voices of my world telling me that my ‘little life’ is all that | have, and
advising me to cling to it with all my might. But when | let these voices
move to the background of my life, and listen to that small soft voice
calling me Beloved, then | know there is nothing to fear, and that dying is
the greatest act of love — the act that leads me into the eternal embrace
of my God whose love is everlasting.

Henri Nouwen
Life of the Beloved 1992

Death is a formidable foe until we learn to make it a friend. Death is to
be feared if we do not learn to welcome it. Death is the ultimate
absurdity if we do not see it as fulfilment. Death haunts us when viewed
as a journey into nothingness rather than a pilgrimage to a place where
true happiness is to be found.

The human mind cannot understand death. We face it with fear and
uncertainty, revulsion even; or we turn away from the thought for it is too
hard to bear. But faith gives answers when reason fails. The strong
instinct to live points to immortality. Faith admits us into death’s secrets.
Death is not the end of the road, but a gateway to a better place. Itis in
this place that our noblest aspirations will be realised. It is here that we
will understand how our experience of goodness, love, beauty and joy
are realities which exist perfectly in God. It is in heaven that we shall
rest in him and our hearts will be restless until they rest in God.

We, left to continue our pilgrimage through life, weep and mourn.
Sadness reigns in our hearts. Our tears will not be bitter ones now but a
gentle weeping to rob our sadness of its agony and lead at last to peace,
peace with God.

Cardinal Basil Hume



A prayer to read alone or with others:

All our laughter, all our sadness
Safe now in God's hands

All our anger, all our gladness
Safe now in God's hands

All our stories, all our memories
Safe now in God's hands

Those we remember, those we love
Safe now in God's hands

[Pause for reflection, memories, some shared music .....]

We ask for the love of God
And the messages of Angels

The presence of Jesus
And the prayers of his people

The power of the Spirit
And the strong hands of friends

To bless us on life's journey

And lead us safely home.
Amen. Ruth Burgess

Anonymous poem from the Queen Mother’s funeral 2002

You can shed tears that s/he is gone
or you can smile because s/he has lived.

You can close your eyes and pray that s/he’ll come back
or you can open your eyes and see all s/he’s left.

Your heart can be empty because you can’t see her/him
or you can be full of the love you shared.

You can turn your back on tomorrow and live yesterday
or you can be happy for tomorrow because of yesterday.

You can remember her/him and only that s/he’s gone
or you can cherish her/his memory and let it live on.

You can cry and close your mind, be empty and turn your back
or you can do what s/he’d want: smile, open your eyes, love and go on.



